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Cutie Pie 

It had a bell on it. 

A little gold bell which jingled whenever he moved. 

Grinning, Dave looked in the mirror and took in the slender black collar which was wrapped around his neck. He 
shook his head, laughing as the bell rang. The little silver plate had his name engraved on it and a small, paw 
shaped tag was engraved with Taylor's phone number. 

Wearing nothing but his shorts, he paced the dressing room, the long leather leash trailing behind him. He'd 
been told to put on his collar and lead and wait. He wasn't the boss any more. The drummer was. It was a 
thought which made him both nervous and excited. 

Behind him, Dave heard the door open Turning, he watched Taylor wander in, a smile breaking the blonde's face. 


"Nice. Very nice. Now | want you to get dressed for me." 


Dave raised an eyebrow. "Sorry?" 


The drummer's smile widened and he nodded to a small pink suitcase in the corner. "You heard me." 


Dave felt his heart flip as he opened the case. Inside was a pink dress which would barely skim the top of his 
ass, a white panty and bra set, and a pair of pink pumps. Buried among it all was a pair of small gel bra 


inserts. 


With his back to Taylor, he slowly dressed. The bra and panties fitted perfectly, the inserts giving him a pair 
of small, firm breasts. Pulling on the dress, he did up the zipper and finally pushed his feet into the pumps. 
Adjusting the leather collar, he wound the leash around his hand and turned to look at the blonde. 


Taylor panted softly, eyes wide and darkened with lust. He gestured Dave closer, "Come here. Give me the 


leash." 


Licking his lips, Dave did as he was told, taking in a deep breath as the lead was tugged. A smile broke his lips, 
"What would you like me to do, Master?" 


Again the leash was tugged, forcing him to look into Taylor's eyes. "Get on your knees and suck me." 


Sinking to the floor, Dave followed the line of the leash to Taylor's hand. The sight of it turned him on, his cock 
rubbing deliciously against the soft fabric of the panties. But he couldn't come yet. He was owned by another 
and they controlled his pleasure. He was owned by a person who had pledged to look after him and care for his 
every need. Just as long as Dave did the same. Most of what Dave wanted wasn't financial. It was physical, 
spiritual, mental, and emotional. Things he'd found that Taylor could give him. 


Hooking his fingers into the waistband of Taylor's shorts, he slowly eased them down, his mouth watering at 
the sight of his lover's hard cock. Keeping his eyes on the drummer, Dave shuffled forward. Gently he began 
to suck on the head of Taylor's offered dick, eagerly lapping away the pre-come. There was a tug on the leash. 


"Yeah, that's it," Taylor hissed. "My pretty girl. You're such a good cocksucker. Really know how to make me 
hard." 


Grinning, Dave slid his mouth further down the other man. He loved it when Taylor talked dirty. Loved it when 


he was used and abused. 

Opening his throat, Dave slid his mouth back and forth. His saliva soaked Taylor's hard flesh, his lips making a 
delicious slurping sound as he gave the drummer the sloppiest blowjob he'd ever had. Finally, the lead was 
pulled, forcing him to stop. 


"Enough! Get up and bend over the arm of the couch. | want to see your pretty little ass." 


Getting to his feet, Dave wandered across the room. As he walked, he felt the lead pull tight, the collar 
flattening against his throat. The leather around his throat felt good, really good, and he longed to slide a hand 


under the dress and stroke himself. 

The couch was nothing special. The same beat up shit they saw wherever they were in the world. Grasping the 
arm, Dave bent himself at the waist and peered over his shoulder. The look on Taylor's face was one he'd 
never forget. A look which flickered between lust and shock 

Licking his lips, Dave shrugged. "You like what you see?" 

"Love it." 

The leash was dropped as the blonde closed in on him. Hands stroked over the tops of his thighs, slowly 
pushing the short skirt up into his back. Dave quietly purred beneath the touches, wriggling the fingers teased 
his clothed buttocks. He longed for the panties to be torn down and for his legs to be spread. Longed to be 
fucked long and hard. Longed to be told he could come. 

"Stretch up on your toes.” 

Doing as he was asked, Dave whined as an open handed slap smacked against his ass. Another was laid quickly in 
its wake, a red hot pain beginning to ebb through him, the muscles in his legs aching as much as the slaps. 
Behind him, he heard Taylor chuckle. 

"Watching you try and stay upright? That's fucking hot. Maybe | should fuck you like that.” 

Whining, Dave lowered his head, not daring to rock down from the balls of his feet. 


"Or maybe not. | want you staying upright while | fuck that fine ass of yours." 


There was another smack before a hand came to rest in the small of his back, gently pushing him back down 


Gratefully, Dave stretched his feet out, curling his toes inside the pumps. 


"Fuck, yeah." Taylor's hands round over his ass. "You look fuckin’ fine like this. Love seeing those little white 


panties on show. Makes me so fuckin’ hard." 


Groaning, Dave lowered his head. His cock throbbed against his stomach, held tight by the white fabric. Hands 


squeezed his ass cheeks and he pressed himself back into them. 


"Yeah," his Master continued. "I don't wanna take ‘em off. On second thoughts, | might leave you like this for a 
while. Admire your pert little ass! 


Sinking down onto his arms, Dave let out a quiet whine. He wanted to say something. Wanted to protest. But 
anything he said would be in vain and would only delay what he so desperately wanted. 


The hands disappeared from his ass and, lifting his head, Dave looked over his shoulder. Taylor stood across 


the room, arms folded over his chest as he stared at the bent over figure before him. Dave loved the way 


the blonde stood there, his cock in his hand as he stared at him. 
"Please," he heard himself whine. 

"Please, what?" 

"Please just come and fuck me" 

"And why should |?" Taylor asked. "Why should | stick my dick in you?" 


Closing his eyes, Dave took several deep breaths. He hated admitting that sometimes he needed things. Hated 
that he could have the choice of fucks and always came back to Taylor. 


But they loved each other so much that their hearts beat as one and their minds worked in tandem. They 
were inseparable, two pieces of a puzzle that fit perfectly together. No one else could satisfy him as much as 
Taylor did. Neither of them wanted anyone else. 

The leash was pulled, his head snapping up to follow it. "Why do you need my cock?" the blonde demanded again 


"Because | love it when you fuck me hard. | love having your cock me. Yours is the only one | want." 


"Are you my good little cum slut?" The leather snapped again and Dave followed it, his back dipping. He let out 
a low growl, his teeth bared as he continued to grip the couch. 


"Yes! l'm a good little cum slut and | deserve your cock!" he bawled. 

Taylor pressed himself close, his cock rubbing against the smooth fabric of the panties. "You're sure?" 

"Yes," he panted. "Fuck, yes.” 

The collar pulled at his throat, forcing his to straighten up, his ass stuck out. Fingers hooked into the leg of 
the panties and pulled them to one side. The fabric rubbed against the plush flesh of his buttocks before being 
pulled away. A hand slid along his back, pushing him further over the couch. Dave gasped as Taylor rubbed 
himself against his ass. 

"Want this, baby?" Taylor growled. 

"Yes." 


"Good. ‘cause you're gonna get it good and hard! 


Gel coated fingers pressed into his ass, teasing his hole, before sliding in. Gritting his teeth, Dave pushed 


himself back, wanting them to go deeper and find that spot which made him howl. 

The fingers pulled back and slapped his ass. "Not so fast! 

He could feel sweat beading along his forehead, "Please!" 

"You're mine, Grohl and you'll get it when I'm good to give it to you. Don't make me go and jerk off" 


That was it and Dave sank against the couch, his ass in the air. Taking deep breaths, he waited Sweat beaded 
along his skin, the dress suddenly feeling unbearably tight. The fingers holding the panties out of the way 
teased him, gently stroking his exposed flesh. The lead was held tight, hooked around the fingers that held the 
panties. His head was pulled back at an almost impossible angle, the muscles straining. Yet Dave found the 
position, the pain, and the wait delicious. Everything throbbed through him in waves of red, his cock twitching 


against his stomach. 


Behind him, Dave felt Taylor shift. Nothing was said as the blonde slowly pushed himself in. Grunting, Dave 
moved from one foot to the other as he desperately tried to get the other man to move, the sensation of 


being stretched and filled driving him slowly crazy. 
Fingers flicked his ass. "Patience." 


Taylor's free hand gripped his hip and the blonde began to rock Dave groaned, his eyes rolling back. His hands 
gripped the couch, his body moving with Taylor's. With every thrust, the blonde moved closer and closer to 


the spot which made him scream. 


Taylor nipped at his shoulder, his hand slipping from Dave's hip, across his stomach and up to grope his tiny 
breasts. "Stuff your hand under your dress and touch yourself. | wanna see you stroke your pretty little 


cock." 

Pushing a hand into the tight panties, Dave gasped as he wrapped his hand around his engorged cock. Pre-come 
dribbled from the slit, his flesh throbbing against his palm. Furiously he stroked in time to the pounding he was 
taking. Taylor was fucking him just how he liked it; hard, rough, and quick The blonde's hand still groped his tiny 
breasts, fingers working over the gentle swell. 

"Fuck" Taylor's breath was warm on the back of his neck. "You've got fuckin’ great titties. | love ‘em. Just like | 


love fucking you. You're such a good little slut. Putting on those tiny dresses which fuckin' tease me. And those 


fuckin’ panties. Shit. You know what they do to me." 
Taylor's dirty talking was pushing Dave closer to the edge. Squeezing his cock, Dave gave another quiet groan. 
"Master?" 


"Yes?" 


"Can | come, please? I've been such a good girl. You told me not to come all week and | haven't. | need to have 


juicy, sticky fingers again" 


That only seemed to add fuel to the fire. Behind him, Dave heard Taylor take a deep breath. His fingers slid 


from Dave's chest and back to his hip, nails scraping at his flesh. 
"Promise me you haven't come" 

"| promise. | saved all my panties for you to inspect. And you have the key to my toybox" 
"You've got your toys with you?" 

"Y-Yes, Master" 

"Shit, you're a good whore. So good to me" 


Closing his eyes, Dave tried to steady himself. His orgasm was crashing towards him, swirling through him in a 


torrent of exquisite pleasure. 
"Please, Master," he whined again. "Please let me come." 


Taylor remained silent and Dave desperately tried to control his body. The pain at the base of his dick grew, a 
tight knot which threatened to explode at any moment. 


A tongue, warm and wet, slid around the shell of his ear. "You may come." 


It was over in a heartbeat, his orgasm tearing through him. He screamed and bucked against the man behind 
him, his seed soaking the white cotton panties. Amid it the roaring in his head, Dave heard Taylor grunt his 
name, the blonde giving one final thrust before he came. 


Through sleep hazy eyes, Dave stared at the collar. It dangled from his fingers, the tag clinking against the 
little plate. Had the previous night happened? He could remember being on stage and then something else 
happening afterward. Something dirty and kinky. Something which had made him pass out through the sheer 
bliss of it all. 


Shaking his head, he looked around himself. Pushed under the hotel window was a small, pink suitcase. Wandering 
over to it, he looked at the tag on the handle. A grin tugged at his lips as he read it, memories beginning to 
flood his mind. 


Make sure you wash these when you get home, slut. You're gonna need them again real soon 


